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Remember All The Blood We Had 


Author's Notes: 
This story might be expanded if Powerwolf fans enjoy it. 


WHERE THE WILD WOLVES HAVE GONE 


It was close to dawn; shell pink, pale amber and deeper copper shades probed their tentative fingers into the 
dark night sky on the edge of the horizon Pack leader, Attila, wearily loped back to the wolves’ den, he was 
trailed by two younger and less experienced pups that he had been tutoring on the ways of the wild. It took 
years before the transformation from human to werewolf became smooth and without conscious thought of it 


occurring. 


Tonight Roel, one of the younger pack members, had been noticeably more natural in his transition, they had 
been lying low in a thicket just off the castle byway when Attila had noticed Roel scenting the air. At first, 
Roel had remained still and alert but gradually there had been a subtle change in the shape of his face and in 
minutes his body twisted and elongated, fur rapidly covering his lean frame. Before Attila could delay him, Roel 


had sprung from the thicket; brambles catching on the coarse grey fur of his haunches and brought down a 
deer. The creature writhed and tried in vain to escape from Roel but it was a hopeless struggle, the powerful 
jaws clamped vice-like around the arimal's throat and compressed the windpipe rendering the deer limp and 

lifeless within seconds. Dragging his prey back into the tangle of undergrowth he emitted a low snarl as Attila 


approached him, his powerful muscled body standing guard over the inert carcass. 


No time must be lost now, the night was quickly turning into daylight and Attila nudged Charles, the more 
experienced of the two younger wolves, forcing him to turn away from Roel as he hungrily sank his fangs into 
the still warm flesh of the deer. They would leave him to enjoy his kill and hope that he returned to the lair 


before the sun was too high above the horizon. 


As Attila and Charles reached home, they rapidly transformed back to human form. The older wolf was still 
quicker than Charles who hadn't perfected the art of changing form without suffering excruciating pain as his 
bones cracked and returned to the human skeleton form. The discomfort didn't last as long as it had the first 
few times of transformation and Charles hid the painful experience well, not wanting to be labelled a weakling. 
As they entered the den, they found the other pack members sleeping peacefully, evidence of their last meal 
still on the heavy oak table that divided the kitchen and living quarters from the sleep area 


Charles's eyes immediately sought out his brother, Matthew, the younger man lay curled up nearest to the 
wall, the rough blanket twisted around his lean body. Although they were always referred to as brothers they 
were not related by birth only by blood. Charles had given his blood to Matty after a particularly brutal fight 
between a rival wolf pack and their own. Lives had been lost that night and Matthew would have been lost too 
if Charles had not donated several pints of his own vital fluid to save the one he had loved since childhood 


Before settling down to sleep themselves, Attila and Charles drank wine from a bottle still left on the table and 
then devoured the remains of a chicken that Falk Maria had caught the night before. There had been three 
fowl running loose in the forest, just right for the picking and Falk Maria was known for his stealth, within 
minutes he had cornered the birds and dispatched them swiftly. 


Satisfied now their bellies were full, Attila took to the doorway to watch for Roel's return as Charles slipped 
from his tunic top and black leggings then knelt beside Matthew watching him sleep, the dark auburn hair 
messily hung over the creamy skin of his shoulders and Charles brushed it gently aside to plant a soft kiss to 
the smoothness beneath his touch. Matthew stirred slightly and stretched languidly, his deep amber eyes 


flicking open to stare up into Charles's own, 
"Was lonely here without you," the younger man said in a sleep roughened voice. 


"| am always lonely when we are apart," Charles replied as he settled himself beside his brother, arm snaking 
around the younger man's waist, body pressed close to the warm back. It was the way they had always slept 
since they were children, too young to realise that their destiny was to be with each other forever, all 


through the life and death cycle. 


"May you never have to walk in the sun but always be bathed in the sacred moonlight," Matthew whispered 
and Charles felt and heard his brother's breath return to the sleep rhythm that it was in before he had 
disturbed him. 


Before sleep came to his own weary body, Charles heard the door open and close and the hushed voices of 
two men, indicating that Roel had returned to the den and Attila acknowledged that they were now all safe 


from the ever-increasing sunlight which was kept at bay by heavy sackcloth curtains at all the windows. 


Peace descended over the property now and would remain so until dusk returned and night was not far behind. 
Then they would roam again among the trees under the forest canopy and the younger wolves would practice 
transformation and their hunting skills guarded by their experienced pack leader Attila. Before finding his own 
sleeping pallet the older man cast a weary eye around the room, making sure that everyone was accounted 
for, his gaze coming to rest on Matthew and Charles, the only ones who slept curled up together. He could not 
remember a time when this had not been so and his mind flicked back to when Matty had been so badly 
injured. The situation could have been so different if Charles had not been there to save his soul mate but 


thank goodness times were good again for now. 


Attila loosened and removed his clothing, sinking down onto the crude mattress and rested his head on the 
heather stuffed pillow sack. Before he had time to think any more, his eyes fell shut and he drifted into a 


dreamless sleep. 


The trees swayed above the wooden shack deep in the forest where the wild wolves slept the day away, 
waiting until their hunger for blood woke them from their slumbers and brought them into the darkness once 


agai n. 


Suspicion 


Author's Notes: 
Continuing with this fic because it seemed the right thing to do.. 


Day turned to night and night to day and it rolled on in this way whilst the younger members of the wolf pack 
practiced their expertise of transformation and hunting. As Spring turned into Summer they became more 
accomplished at their skills but Summer wasn't their friend, the nights were short and they sometimes felt 
the heat of the sun on their backs before they returned to the den. It was frightening and alien to them and 
they kept to the shaded areas of the woods as they made their way home. 


Charles and Roel had been allowed to hunt unsupervised for the first time that day, Attila had taken Falk 
Maria to scout where rumours of a new wolf pack had been seen marauding through the countryside. 
Matthew remained at the lair, his previous injuries rendered him exhausted some days and Attila bade him to 
rest and regain strength. 


As the two hunters returned home, Charles raised his muzzle and sniffed the air, an unfamiliar scent assailed 
his nostrils and he immediately felt his hackles rise. Another male wolf had passed this way and it wasn't one 
of their pack. Transforming quickly back to human form as they reached the door, Charles still felt a 


heightened sense of wariness. 


Entering the relative darkness of the wooden chalet, that they had built away from prying eyes, Charles heard 
the low murmuring of voices. The lighter tone he recognised as Matt's, but the deeper, darker timbre he 
couldn't place. Stepping further in with Roel joining him, he saw the two figures in the kitchen area. His eyes 
scanned the form of the man close to his brother and he felt the familiar tightness in his chest that he 


experienced whenever anyone came between them. 


Charles's first thought was to lunge and knock the intruder to the ground but he realised this was not the 
best course of action He didn't recognise the man's face nor his scent but that didn't mean that he was an 
enemy. Centering himself he took in a deep, calming breath before advancing towards Matthew and the 
unknown stranger. He was aware that Roel had touched his arm, either as a warning not to do anything rash 
or as a support gesture. Roel knew only too well that Charles was a formidable enemy where Matthew was 


concerned and they couldn't afford to lose pack members after the last battle. 
Hearing the door close and Charles's and Roel's footsteps, Matthew turned towards them. 


"Hey," he said softly, moving forward to embrace his brother as he always did. 


"Hey," Charles replied, pulling his younger brother into his arms and rubbing his cheek on the soft, mop of 
auburn hair. He was careful not to hug him too tightly, the scars on Matty's body were still healing and ribs 
knitting together. 


"Charles this is Markus, he is new to the area and was told that we may be looking for an additional pack 
member, Matthew swept out his arm, indicating the taller man, who stepped forward to greet Charles and 


Roel 

"Greetings to you," Markus said in a friendly tone, his hand extended to the two men in front of him. 
Charles grudgingly shook the proffered hand, followed by Roel, who's handshake was more enthusiastic. 
"And where did you hear this rumour?" Charles inquired 

"In various establishments," Markus said darkly. 

"Well, its true," Roel chimed in “Sometimes Matt can't join us and we are in need of help" 

Charles kicked out with his boot and caught Roel painfully in the ankle, causing the other man to yelp. 


"We are a family here, we don't need outsiders for help," Charles grunted and turned away, Matthew caught 


his brother's arm. 


"Let's wait and see what Attila has to say; we could do with help sometimes Charlie, it's true what Roel says, 
I'm not always able to go miles now and it leaves only 4 of you to provide meat for the pack, if one of you 
gets injured, we have no back up now. Markus seems like a rice guy, he's experienced and he's looking for 
stability for himself. Don't be too hasty." Matthew ran his fingers absent mindedly over the pattern of the 
tattoo on his brother's right arm as they stood close together. 


"Ok, but | don't like it, | sense something is off with this and my instincts are usually right," Charles ran his 
fingers repeatedly through his trimmed beard as his chocolate brown eyes gazed into the distance trying to 


visualise what was ahead. 


‘Its fine," Matt replied then stepping away from Charles he offered Markus ale and a bowl of freshly caught 
rabbit that he'd found in the trap outside the chalet that morning. 


Before they settled down for the days sleep, Charles made sure that Markus slept well away from him and 
Matty and he kept his hunting knife close beside him. Roel seemed content to be closer to the newcomer. 


As Attila and Falk Maria hadn't yet returned from their foray, it was assumed that they may not come back 
until nightfall, so Charles felt that he was in charge of the remaining pack, being the eldest member. He 
watched Matthew breathing gently, his somnolent features pale against the heather stuffed pillow. His brother 
was too trusting, Charles sighed, he knew good would not come if Markus joined the pack but he couldn't say 


why, it was just a gnawing feeling he felt deep in his gut and with that thought in his mind, he drifted into an 


uneasy sleep. 


Possession 


Author's Notes: 
Trouble is brewing in the pack.. 


Matthew's anguished cries and thrashing body woke Charles from a deep, dreamless sleep. The brothers were 
still curled together in their customary sleeping position, Charles spooning Matthew with his arms wrapped 
around him, but Matty was straining away from the circle of Charlie's embrace. 

"Hey, hey," Charles said softly, stroking back the soft strands of hair that covered his brother's face. He had 
been on this journey with Matthew many times since the attack that had left him so badly wounded and it 
was always the same nightmare. It took a few moments for Matty to come back to himself and to the 
present. When he did he was always shaking as he was now and a sheen of sweat covered his brow, then 
trickled down in shining rivulets to his neck. Charles kissed the pale skin of Matty's neck softly, reassuring him 
that he was safe; there was no one here to harm him. He was relieved to hear the younger wolfs breathing 
slowing to a steadier rhythm. 

"Okay now?" Charles asked, leaning up on one elbow so that he could see Matthew's face more clearly. 
"Yeah...yes, but it always seems so real," Matty replied, his voice still held remnants of a tremor and he 
twisted over onto his back so that he could gaze up into Charlie's concerned face. 

"IFs still raw in your mind brother," Charles replied "Losing pack members and suffering injuries like you 
sustained is something none of us will forget easily.’ 

As he said it a vivid image of the clash between the two packs played like a movie in his mind. Charles had 
been restrained by two huge alpha wolves, much larger and more experienced than he was. He shuddered as 
he remembered six younger pack members going in for the kill as Matthew lay already injured from being 
tossed in the air by one of the alphas that held him down. It was something he would never forget and he 
blamed himself for letting it happen, he was in charge that day, he should have been aware that there was 
danger nearby. They had heard rumours of a rogue pack from the north country marauding and killing rival 
packs and humans alike, they wanted to take over the southern counties because the hunting was good and 
plentiful there. 

Deep in his concern for Matthew and reliving the past, Charles hadn't realised that anyone else had woken until 
a voice close to his ear shattered his visions. 

"What ails your brother?" 

Charles visibly jumped as he turned his head to see Markus crouched on his haunches beside them, his dark 
eyes glistening in the subdued light. 

"It is nothing, just a dream", Charles snapped "Return to your bed" 

Markus emitted a deep growl, showing that he was not one to take orders. His grey mane-like hair stood out 
around his head, like hackles rising when he was in wolf phase. 

"| thought he might need this," Markus said, producing a wooden carved cup of warm blood. 

Charles grunted and took it from his fingers, he emitted a quiet "Thanks" before helping Matthew to sit up and 
handing him the offering. 


"Thank you Markus," Matty said softly with a gentle smile "This is good." 

Markus left then, departing to the other side of the cabin, his footsteps retreating quietly until they heard 
him shuffling around as he settled back into his blanket. 

"Why are you so hostile to him, | think he means well," Matthew inquired, sipping the blood from the cup, 
already gaining more colour in his pale face. 

"I told you, there's something that makes me wary of his attentions. Now try and get back to sleep, we need 
to hunt when the sun goes down. Attila will be angry if there is no more fresh meat when he returns." 
Matthew sighed, he trusted Charles completely but sometimes his overwhelming need to be protective became 
wearing and it was easier to just let it ride rather than continue with his own opinions. 

Soon the brothers were sleeping again unaware that Markus watched them from his bed. He wanted to be that 
close to Matthew, he had been watching them from afar for many moons and he had seen the way that 
Charles protected the younger male. It happened in many packs, but this was different; Charles didn't want 
anyone but himself to be close with his brother and that made Markus all the more determined to break that 
bond. His wide mouth slashed open to a leer as he thought of ways to lure the older wolf away from the 
younger one. ‘Plans to be made’ he whispered to himself as he closed his eyes and dozed the rest of the day 
away. 

As night fell Roel woke and stretched languidly, his yawns echoing around the cabin. He raked his fingers over 
his flanks and yawned again, shaking his limbs to bring the blood supply back to flowing freely around his body. 
Markus was already up; he was coming through the door after taking a pee when Roel passed him. 

"There is still fresh meat in the larder," Roel indicated to the recess to the side of the kitchen area "But save 
some for the rest of us." He warned. 

Markus nodded drinking thirstily from a bowl of water, drawn from the well outside the door. Blood was 
essential to their kind but water also was a necessity and this tasted exceptionally good. Next, he moved to the 
larder and spotted a deer haunch that Roel had brought home for the pack after his kill. It was still fresh but 
had a stronger scent where it had lay hung for more than a few hours. Markus cut himself a hunk and on 
impulse he took another for Matthew. Taking care of the one he intended to become more than just pack 
mates with was a sign of his future intentions, but he knew this would annoy Charles and that would give him 
great pleasure. Heading back into the main room Markus found Matthew alone, unguarded for once, Charles 
must have stepped out to pee as he had done. 

Fair night Matthew Greywolf," Markus said kneeling before the auburn-haired male, "I've brought you an 
offering of meat to seal our pack allegiance." 

Matthew accepted the offering as Charles came back through the door, a look of thunder crossed his 
features, a look that the younger brother knew only too well. This was not good and if Markus had any sense, 
he would back off now but Matty wasn't sure this would be the case. He braced himself for the sparks that 
were to follow and hoped against hope that Attila and Falk Maria would return before lives were lost. 


Betrayal 


Matthew stood between Charles and Markus, his body was slight, more so since his injuries had occurred and 
he was less in height than the other two; his chin jutted out in defiance and he laid his palm against his 
brother's bare chest. 

"Calm," Matthew said quietly, feeling Charlie's pounding heart against his fingers. 

"Hey, | was just committing to pack rules, giving Matty an offering of flesh," Markus said, shuffling his feet 
awkwardly, his eyes sliding sideways to catch Matthew's deep amber gaze. 

"His name is Matthew to those who are not pack members and you have not been accepted by pack leader 
yet," Charles growled and gripping Matty's bicep tightly he pulled him away from Markus and towards the 
kitchen area. 

Matthew sighed as he knew that a lecture was probably about to follow but Charles let go of his arm, leaving 
dark marks on the pale skin from the pads of his fingers. 

‘lm going to take him hunting with me, see if his skills are as good as he says they are, then when Attila 
returns, | can give him a report. You can be with Roel today, set the traps and retrieve the kills." 

| wanted to come with you," Matthew said softly, running the back of his hand lightly across Charles's 
abdomen, the skin was warm and the hairs tickled his fingers. 

Charles laced his own fingers through Matt's, squeezed and then released them. "| want you here to come 
home to, | worry too much when you're with me," he whispered, brushing his lips against Matty's neck then 
moving away. 

"Be safe then brother," Matthew said hoarsely and turned away. 

Matthew went to the well to draw fresh water to wash with, he didn't know why but he had a feeling all was 
not right. It had always been the same with him and Charles, even before Charles had given him his own life 
blood and saved Matty's life. 

When they were cubs, their pack was close, Matthew and Charles's parents watched over them as if they 
were one family and often remarked that the boys were closer than brothers, they were seldom apart and 
seemed to have a bond that defied time and space. An intuitive sense of when one of them was in danger or 
trouble. Since Matthew's attack these senses had heightened even more. He was part of Charles now, blood for 
blood, and at times it was like he nestled inside the body that had saved him. 

Before Charles and Markus left for the nightly hunt, Matthew held Charles close once again, the intensity of 
their closeness seemed magnified 1000 times and Matty had a hard time letting go. In the end Charles gently 
peeled him off, holding him at arms length and then finally releasing him. They didn't exchange anything verbally 
but their eyes spoke volumes. 

Matthew watched from the window as Charles and Markus left the cabin, the sun had left a thin streak of 
gold on the far horizon, just visible on the edge of the tree line. Matthew involuntarily shivered as though all 
warmth had left him now that Charles had gone. He turned away from the window and saw that Roel was 
preparing the traps to set in the forest. They hunted down the bigger kills but for rabbits, mice and smaller 
snack sized rodents, they set traps each night. Matthew feigned weakness and told Roel that he would stay at 
home, to which the larger man agreed, squeezing Matthew's shoulder and bidding him to rest. Matthew wanted 
to be here if Charles returned for any reason before the dawn broke. 

Now that Charles and Markus were alone in the wild Matthew felt uneasy. He had been so sure that Markus 
was committing himself to their pack but now doubt crept in and he wondered if he had just been blinded by 


the attention Markus had shown to him. Although Roel, Attila and Falk Maria all treated Matty with love, care 
and respect, they also knew that essentially, he belonged to Charles. They were a pair, twin souls, and to that 
end they were treated as such. To have someone else pay him attention was a novelty and maybe he had been 
blindsided by this fact. Matthew shook himself like the wolf that he was and turned his attention to tasks that 
needed completing in the cabin. Sometimes his pack mates were less than tidy and as he was the only one to 
be at the den most days, the job had befallen him to keep it in order. After he had completed the majority of 
household tasks, he felt a weariness settle over him. When he had a restless sleep full of vivid dreams as he 
had the last day, he often felt exhausted. He lay on the soft mattress he shared with Charles and within 
minutes he drifted into a dreamless sleep. 

Attila and Falk Maria returned sometime after 3am, they both looked tired and Attila wore a look of angst. 
They had travelled far and found a cave hidden deeply in the rocky landscape to wait out the previous day. 
When nightfall came, they continued to follow the rampaging wolf pack that they had heard rumours of. It was 
dangerous, the pack could easily have scented them if they hadn't made sure to hang back, far enough away 
not to be detected on the wind. When they witnessed the devastation of a small village on the boundary of 
their own territory, they turned for home. Many of the villagers had been attacked, torn apart by the rogue 
wolf pack and left bleeding or dying in their homes. 

Attila feared that retribution would fall on their own doorstep, something that worried him immensely. They 
must avoid the silver bullet rain at all costs, even if it meant uprooting his own pack and moving them on to 
new hunting grounds. 

Attila and Falk Maria ate hungrily as Matthew tended to them. He explained about Markus and how although 
he'd felt sure that he was committed to the pack when he first arrived, he now felt uneasy about Charles 
being out hunting alone with him. Attila placed his large hand on Matthews bowed head and wished him to be 
calm. 

"Charles can look after himself, he is strong and will be wary of anything that he is unsure of, don't worry 
Matthew he will return unscathed before dawn" 

The night seemed to go on forever as Matthew helped Roel clear the traps and bring home the bounty that 
had been snared. As they entered the cabin, they saw Markus was there conversing with Attila. Matthew's 
eyes flicked around the cabin searching for a glimpse of his brother but Charles was nowhere to be seen 

"He went off in search of a wild boar and | lost sight of him within minutes," Markus explained to Attila "I 
begged him to slow down but he got the scent and disappeared into the undergrowth." 

Matthew gripped Markus's shoulders tightly and shook him. 

"Where was this?" he yelled frantically, eyes wild and glinting red in the subdued light. 

"Near the village on the edge of the forest," he replied, shaking off Matthew's grip. 

"We must go, he will be found, shot dead for the atrocities that happened this night." 

‘Matthew - Nol" Attila turned the younger man to face him "Charles will return of his own accord with his 
kill, he is experienced, he will stay away from the village." 

"But will the villagers stay away from him?" Matty sighed, burying his face in his hands. Markus slipped an 
arm around the slender shoulders but Matthew pulled violently away from the touch. He was convinced now 
that his instincts had been correct and that Markus couldn't be trusted. He berated himself for being naive 
and paced endlessly in the cabin where the walls seemed to be closing in on him as daylight filtered through 
the sackcloth on the window. 

Markus settled on his mattress, watching Matthew through hooded eyes, he smiled to himself as he 


recollected seeing Charles's surprised expression and subsequent anger as Markus lead him into the den of the 


rogue pack. He had expected to capture wild boar but instead had been captured himself. 


Denial 


‘Matty, will you please stop pacing," Roel approached his pack mate hesitantly, he could see that his friend was 
wound like a coiled spring, ready to turn if anyone tried to calm him. 

"Charles will be okay; | know you're worried but if he's not back by sunset then we'll all go and search for him. 
You'd be mad to go off on your own now, Attila will exile you from the pack if you defy him." 

"I know," Matthew snapped, his eyes gleaming gold and then to crimson the deeper his anguish and anger 
became. 

| was a fool to trust Markus," he glanced sideways where the man in question was lying on his mattress, eyes 
closed. Matthew wasn't convinced that the other man was asleep though, he thought that Markus was 
probably listening in to their conversation even though they spoke in hushed tones. 

| can't settle Roel, if | lay on our bed, it will be torture for me, | can't stop thinking of him, | know he needs 
me, | just know." 

The desperation in Matthew's voice coupled with the fact that he had dropped his face into his hands caused 
Roel much anguish, he could see Matty's body trembling and wanted more than anything else to produce 
Charles out of thin air for him. He knew this wasn't possible of course. 

"You don't know for certain that it was anything to do with Markus Matty, Charlie can be hot headed at times 
when he gets the scent, he's quick and before you know it, he's gone so that's probably what happened last 
night. Come and lay with me if you don't want to be alone in bed." 

Roel lead Matthew to his mattress so that he could keep him company throughout the day until nightfall. He 
was hoping against hope that Charles would return as soon as the sun set. He was probably hiding out 
somewhere, after he'd had his fill of his kill, he would be fine. At least thats what he hoped... 

Charles tried to shield his eyes against the sunlight, he couldn't believe he had been so stupid as to follow 
Markus into a thicket after an imaginary boar. At the time of course, he didn't know it was all a made-up 
ruse to lure him into the rogue pack's den, he thought Markus was just trying to prove his worth by including 
Charles in the kill. f he had known, or trusted his instincts, he wouldn't be in the predicament he was in now, 
tethered by his arms and legs to stakes hammered into the ground, surrounded by several Alpha wolves who 
were deciding what fate should befall him. 

Unprotected from the sun, he could feel that he was only half turned back to human form. He was getting 
quicker at transforming but not in these circumstances. The bright shafts of light bore into him like knives, 
although the sun was still weak, it was enough to put him through a great deal of pain and discomfort. 

"Kill him now," The largest of the Alphas growled, he was a huge, muscled beast with saliva dripping in long 
strings from his jaws as they contemplated what to do with Charles. 

"No, not yet," a slightly younger Alpha cried "We can use him to help us locate the rest of the pack and then 
annihilate them all in one fell sweep." 

Charles shuddered, thinking of the other members of his wolf family, especially Matthew. They were sure to 
know that something was amiss now. He could feel anguish that was not his own seeping into his thoughts, he 
knew that Matty was reaching out to him. Their bond was very strong and he tried to communicate that he 
was alive but in danger. Charles hoped that Matthew would connect with him and know where to find him when 
night fell, if he was still alive by then. He knew that Attila would be plotting ways of finding him or possibly 
squeezing the life out of Markus to get more information but it would be Matthew who would lead them to 


When Roel finally dropped into sleep, loudly snoring on the mattress beside him, Matthew slipped from the bed. 
He couldn't rest, he could feel the weight of Charles's mind pressing on his own, he knew that his brother was 
communicating with him, trying to guide him to where he was hiding but although he was aware of Charles 
being with him, he couldn't quite grasp where he was or what was happening. 

Matthew cursed the daylight, praying for nightfall to come soon so that he could get moving, try and track his 
brother. He knew the sunlight would drain his strength even more if he ventured forth now but his adrenaline- 
charged body wanted to be off. He pulled on his pants and then a dark top, hauling the hood up over his head, 
tucking his deep auburn hair beneath the fabric; he was hoping that it would protect him from the sunlight, he 
would be no good to Charlie if his strength was sapped by the time he reached him. Making as little sound as 
possible, Matthew stole from the cabin. 

In the forest the trees gave reasonable cover from the sun, Matthew kept deep into the treeline in the 
shadiest areas he could find His senses were on high alert, going deep into the corner of his mind and into his 
heart where Charles was always present. 

Matthew was so focused on his brother that he had no idea that anyone had heard him leave the den and he 
certainly didn't pick up on the scent of Markus who tracked him from a distance; far enough away not to lose 
sight of the younger man-wolf but close enough to taste his exciting musk on the air. Markus curled back his 
lip to enable him to draw in more of the intoxicating scent that was Matthew's alone. He wanted him so badly 
now but he would wait until Matthew saw that Charles no longer wanted him, there were ways that he knew 
that could turn siblings against each other. He could wait, knowing that Matthew would be his and Charles 
would be long gone to the Werewolf hunting ground beyond. 


Deception 


Matthew felt his heart galloping in his chest, it felt like it was trying to escape, break free and soar on ahead 
of him. Although he had picked up Charles's scent more distinctly now there seemed to be something trying to 
block him, making him unsure of his normally accurate instincts where his brother was concerned. The part of 
him that was linked to Charles's soul drew him onward but there was a small niggle in his brain that seemed 
to want him to veer away from where his inward senses told him to go. 

The journey seemed a long one as Matthew was still in human form. In wolf terms it was a relatively short 
distance from the cabin. If he could have gone into the lupus customary lope, he would have covered the area 
so much quicker. His strength seemed to be waning too but he pushed himself onward, desperately seeking 
some clue as to where his brother was hiding and why, in his heart he knew that there would be trouble 


Charles faded in and out of consciousness and reality now. In his conscious moments he still called out to 
Matthew in his mind. He could feel that his younger brother was getting closer, he felt a heartbeat that 
wasn't his own seemingly pounding through his beaten body. He had no idea what would happen to him, only 
that he could feel his life ebbing away, he needed blood to save him now. In the rare times that he was lucid 
he could almost feel the warmth of the deep red, life giving liquid trickling through his lips, taste the sharp 
metallic tang as his tongue welcomed it into his mouth but that was just a dream, a mirage, not close to 
reality at all. 

The rogue wolf pack were still divided as to what they should do with Charles, several wanted to savage him 
there and then, others wanted to keep him, barely alive, to lure the rest of his pack to him. They knew that 
the power wolves were godly creatures, they killed for food not just for the hell of it, they had heard 
rumours all around the county of how humans respected this pack for not troubling the villagers, for letting 
them live side by side undisturbed and for that reason the residents did not hire the silver bullet hunters to 
track them down. Since the arrival of the rogue pack times and opinions had changed however. Several villages 
had been pillaged and people torn apart in front of their neighbours’ eyes, making others leave their belongings 
behind and flee before it was too late for them to escape. It would not be long before the hunters would be 
upon them and they wanted to carry out their revenge before it was too late. 

Many full moons ago the so called Power-wolves had descended on the rogue wolves hunting grounds and 
imposed their righteous ways on several of the young in their pack, showing them that prey should be in the 
form of deer, cattle, sheep and smaller animals such as rabbits, hares and even pheasants. The older pack 
members vowed to get revenge for turning their young against them and so had hatched a long-term plan 
that would lead to the annihilation of the Power-wolf pack completely. Sending Markus in to set the plan in 
motion had been ideal because he had resented seeing Charles and Matthew together. 

Markus had lived on the fringe of Charles and Matthew's childhood pack. His Mother had been killed when he 
was a baby and he was raised by a surrogate she-wolf who hated having him around. She had been exiled 
from the pack and made to live and fend for herself for many moons. Being forced to take Markus and find 
extra food for him had made her resentful and bitter. Markus had spent hours watching Charles and Matthew 
play together, seen their closeness and above all their growing love for each other and he had hated it. All 
those years ago he had vowed to one day take Matthew away from his older friend. They had been like 
brothers even then before Charles had given his blood to Matthew and so the plan had been set into place. 


By the time Matthew reached the edge of the rogue pack's territory the sun had starting sinking low in the 
sky. He could tell where the other wolves had marked the area and he was much more cautious now. Markus 
still trailed him but when Matthew was nearing the den, Markus skirted around the other side of the woodland 
and entered the den from another side. He was greeted by the Alpha in charge of the pack and Markus told all, 
being careful to keep well out of sight of Matthew. 

Markus drank and ate briefly to get his full strength back, then concocted a potion of herbs that he knew 
would turn Charles against his brother, the properties were hallucinogenic and would cause the older brother 
to fight against his own love. Crouching close to the ground, Markus crawled across to where Charles was 
staked out. 

Leaning over the inert form he gripped Charles's jaw, forcing his lips apart and began dribbling the liquid into 
the other wolf-man's mouth. At first Charles didn't resist, in his confused state his mind told him it was life 
giving blood but when the liquid hit his tongue, the bitterness caused him to gag and he tried desperately to 
spit it out again Markus held his jaw tightly shut and despite struggling desperately, there was nothing that 
Charles could do. He slumped back to the ground defeated, this was it, it was over, nothing more he could do. In 
his weakened state, Charles tried to transform but the will wasn't there any more. 

Matthew was there now, he could see several wolves in the dim light, they were leisurely tearing apart a calf 
carcass that lay in front of the den. Matty could smell and taste the flesh from where he was crouched; he 
salivated, it was many hours since he'd eaten or even had water let alone blood. His vision blurred and the 
scene swam in front of his eyes. He shook his head violently, auburn mane flying around his face, he must not 
give in to weakness now. 

For several moments Matthew calmed himself and stilled his rapid breath and heartbeat, he needed to be 
focused and take in the surrounding area, look for escape routes, find Charles. His intense gold brown eyes 
scanned the area, all the time his senses were focused on Charles and he tried to reach out into the gathering 
dusk to let him know he was close. As Matthew dropped onto all fours to creep closer to the den, he suddenly 
froze when he caught sight of the spread-eagled form that he recognised instantly. He stifled a cry, biting 
hard into his lower lip when he saw his brother, tethered, bloody and lifeless. 


"'m here Charlie," he whispered "I'm here". 


Devastation 


Matthew tried desperately not to be impetuous and break his cover to race to Charles, it was so hard for 
him when he could see his brother was in such a vulnerable state. The sun had slipped behind darkening clouds 
now so that at least would help; he prayed for right to come when they would both be at their strongest but 
that would mean the rogue wolf pack would be strong too. It all seemed so hopeless but Matthew's heart beat 
soundly in his chest, he was faithful and true to Charles and the rest of his pack and he would never give in 


when one of them was in danger. 


Several times Matty saw the large Alphas come out of the den to taunt Charles, he didn't know that Markus 
was out of sight deep within the lair, planning what he would do with the younger Greywolf when Charles was 
out of the way. They would wait until Matthew made his bid to save his brother and then they would savage 
Charles in front of his eyes. Markus would be on hand to ‘comfort the poor young wolf, he growled to himself 


in anticipation as the sun started to dip lower on the horizon 


Back at the Power wolf cabin the wolves began to wake. Roel was first and immediately realised that Matthew 
wasn't beside him on his mattress, he immediately thought Matty might have gone back to his own bed that 

he usually shared with Charles but as his eyes adjusted to the darkness he could see no sign of auburn hair 

and slight frame. Roel got up quickly and raced to the door, it was twilight and shapes were still clearly visible 
outside but none that were Matthew. 


"Attila!" Roel shook the older man awake "Matthew's gone," he could barely speak the words he was so agitated 
and he kept reverting to a wolfish growl which thankfully Attila recognised as distress. 


"Do you know when he was here?" the pack leader asked. 


"He came in my bed with me because he was agitated and lonely without Charles. | expected that he might 


have returned by now but Matty was convinced Charlie was in danger." 

Attila scraped his fingers through his grey beard in thought and then turned to wake Falk. The younger man 
stretched and yawned deeply after their long trek the night before, he still wanted to sleep; his body felt 
heavy and unresponsive. 


‘Matthew has gone, presumably to look for Charles who he feels is in danger Attila explained. 


"Matty would know," Falk replied, gradually pulling himself upright and beginning to feel that he was at least 
partly awake now "They have a strong tie, they feel each other deeply.’ 


Roel and Attila nodded at the same time, agreeing that the brothers were rarely apart and if they were, they 


sensed where the other one was. 


"Was Markus still here last night Attila queried, looking around the cabin and realising the other man wasn't to 
be seen either. 


"Yes, he was on his mattress when | settled Matthew with me, actually Matty was convinced that Markus had 
something to do with what had happened to Charles," Roel recalled. 


Attila needed no second bidding, he turned to Falk who was now splashing cold water on his face from a bowl in 


the corner of the room. 


"You stay here in case Matthew returns, Roel you come with me, we need to get their scent and catch up 
with Matthew before he ends up in trouble too. Where Charlie is concerned Matty wouldn't think twice about 
throwing himself into the fray and we don't know if Markus is helping him or has a more sinister role in all of 


this." 


Roel and Falk both nodded ready to assume their roles. Attila grabbed some of the skinned rabbit from the 
day before, gulping it down along with water from the well bucket, Roel followed suit and then with raised hand 
in farewell they left the cabin in pursuit of the Greywolf brothers. 


Night had returned but there was no moon, just heavy clouds that looked ominously like a storm gathering, it 
suited the mood of the two wolves now transformed and scenting the air. Matthew's light musky scent was 
still reasonably fresh and they soon picked up the trail, the stronger aroma belonging to Markus was also 


prevalent but it wasn't next to Matty's, worryingly it was further into the woodland but wafted to Attila and 
Roel as they tracked their pack member. 


"Markus is following Matthew," Attila barked to Roel; the younger, leaner wolf howled and pawed the ground in 
reply. 


"This is not good" 


Following that observation they quickened their pace, scanning left and right as they did so, their sleek bodies 
low to the ground, as dark as night they silently made their way onward. 


Matthew had not transformed even though night had fallen, his anxious state had prevented him from 
changing into wolf form and he could see that Charles did not have the strength either. Feeling bolder now 
darkness enveloped him, Matthew crept nearer and nearer to his brother, his heart ached seeing him tethered 
to the stakes in the ground but he was close now and he would soon be able to release Charles so that they 
could flee together. The rogue wolf's den was quiet, there seemed to be no sign of the Alphas, maybe they 
had gone hunting. Matthew hoped this was the case. 


Finally, Matthew was close enough to Charles to taste his familiar scent on his tongue as he drew breath, he 


groaned softly; it felt so good to be with his brother again. 


"Charlie," Matthew whispered softly as he wriggled closer on his belly. 


Charles turned his head quickly and snarled at his younger sibling, his eyes were wild and stared coldly into the 
depths of Matthews deep gold brown orbs. 


"Charlie its me, Matthew, your brother." 


"You are no brother to me,’ Charles spat "I am here because of you, you brought this trouble to me and now 


you must die along with me." 


"No, Charlie, I'm here to save you, take you back home to our pack, Attila will be troubled, he will be wondering 


where we are." 


Matthew reached to untie the ropes that held Charles to the ground but the older brother bit into his 
sibling's hand, tearing at the edge of his palm and small finger. Matthew yelped and pulled back. 


"What is wrong with you Charles?" Matthew's voice cracked, tears starting to track in silver rivulets down his 


face "You're my brother, | love you, we need to go home," he said softly. 


"|I am destined to die here and you will die too," Charles's face screwed up in pain and he let out a howl of 


anguish. 


It was then that Matthew realised they weren't alone, two Alphas stood over them, their eyes glowing red in 
the deep, dark night. Between them stood Markus, still in human form, he leered down at the two brothers. 


"He doesn't want you any more Matty, he is ready to die but you are going to be saved, you will spend your 


life with me now, learn the ways of the wild how we teach it" He laughed cruelly. 
"No, never!" Matthew screamed grabbing Charles by the wrist and wrenching one hand free. 
"Charlie tell them, help me Charlie please." 


Charles looked up then, saw the face of his brother that he loved deeply and everything began to become 
clear in his mind again. He had no strength though; he was weak and unable to help Matthew. 


"Run Matty, transform and get out of here, | have no strength to help you but you must save yourself” 
"I won't go without you Charles; we will always be together.” 
Markus laughed and tore at Matthew's arm, dragging him away from his brother. 


"Finish him now," he growled to the two Alphas, then turning Matthew to face him "Let's watch the demise of 


you ‘dear’ brother shall we?" 


The two large Alphas descended on Charles, tearing at him with teeth and claws whilst Markus held Matthew 
by his hair and throat, facing him towards what was happening before them, grinning wickedly at the scene 
before them. Soon Matthew would belong to him completely. 


Conclusion 


Attila and Roel were gaining speed as they followed in the trail of Matthew and Markus, they knew they were 
getting closer as their scents were now much stronger, fresher too. Attila urged Roel onward, realising that 
they may be too late for whatever had detained Charles. The fact that Matthew had the strong feeling that it 
was not just Charlie getting carried away on the hunt for the boar the previous night added extra urgency, 
plus the probability that Markus was involved in the conspiracy added anxiety to the scenario. 

The sky was now a deep grey with ominously darker clouds tumbling over each other in the gloom. There was 
no sign of moon nor stars that night and the atmosphere was heavy and foreboding. Attila felt his hackles rise 
along the ridge of his broad, muscled back, he could smell trouble in the air and feared for the two brothers. 
In the rogue wolves’ lair Markus still held Matthew securely as the Alpha's tore into Charles; the strong 
metallic tang of blood permeated the air. Matthew's breathing was ragged as he struggled to free himself to 
no avail. The older man's grip was like fire on Matthew's skin and his fingers like claws twisted in the thick 
mane of auburn hair. 

Just as the younger Greywolf brother felt that his strength and will to fight was waning, a vivid bolt of 
lightning split the night sky with a deafening crack and in a shower of blinding heat, struck the tree less than 
50 metres away. Markus was thrown backwards as a huge branch from the tree was sheared off and landed 
in a shower of flames and sparks only a short way from where they had been standing. The two Alpha's leapt 
back from Charles as if they had been struck themselves and Matthew, although shaken, pulled free as 
Markus's grip loosened and ran to his brother. 

The sight that greeted the younger man made bile rise in his throat, Charles was a bloody mess, his arms, 
legs and torso were covered in deep wounds made by the Alpha's claws. His face too was bruised and caked 
with blood. 

"Charlie, come on," Matthew pulled his brother free from the bonds that held him and tried to get him to his 
feet "We have to go now, come on Charles please,” 

| can't Matty, you go, save yourself, my time has come." Charles croaked. His head dropped back to the 
ground, his eyes briefly closing before he reached up to touch his brother's face, lovingly caressing the soft 
hair that swung forward like a veil between them. 

"Bite me Charlie," Matthew tugged the long auburn strands of hair back behind his ear baring the pale skin of 
his neck that lay beneath. 

"Bite me now, you need blood, you need my blood to give you strength, now BITE ME CHARLIE!" Matthew shook 
the inert form; their eyes met in the light from the flames that were spreading through the rogue wolf's lair. 
"You gave me your blood when | needed it, now take mine." 

Charles hesitated for what seemed like a long minute but as such was only a few seconds, then he sank his 
teeth into the jugular vein that stood proud on his brother's neck as he tilted his head to one side, granting 
Charles access to the life-giving fluid 

Matthew cried out as he realised that Charles had started to transform and the teeth had now become fangs 
sinking deeper and deeper into his skin Matthew was shaking now as Charles gripped his shoulders, obtaining a 
better purchase on his brother's body as he began to draw the fresh blood, it felt so good running over his 
tongue and almost instantaneously restoring his strength. At first Matthew felt as though he was fading but 
then the weakness left him and he started to transform himself. 


Although time seemed to have stood still, it actually had only taken a few minutes for their transformation to 
take place. Markus and the rest of the rogue pack were becoming engulfed in the fire that was rapidly 
spreading from tree to tree. Their den was alight now and several of the younger wolves from the pack were 
howling in terror as they tried to escape through the burning remnants of their lair. 

Matthew and Charles rose up together, two strong werewolves with deep red coats that glinted in the light 
from the inferno that burned around them. In his fright, Markus had transformed as well and although 
distracted by the flames he now realised that the brother's were going to get away from him. Calling the 
other Alphas to follow him they went in for the attack. 

Attila and Roel now approached the lair, they had seen the lightning bolt strike the tree, they had heard the 
howls and cries of terror from the rogue pack and they knew that this was where they would find Matthew, 
Charles and Markus. As they reached the edge of the tree line where Matthew had first seen Charles held 
captive, Attila saw the two red wolves and knew that it was the brothers. He also saw three of the rogue 
pack about to attack them and he launched himself into the fray with Roel quickly following suit. 

It took but a short time for the four Power wolves to defeat the three from the rogue pack. One lay dead at 
their feet and the others ran off into the night, trying to find a way through the still burning trees around 
the lair. Apart from the crackling of the fires around them, all was quiet. The lair had been destroyed, the 
rogue pack would not return. 

As Attila turned to leave the charred remains of the forest, he saw the smaller of the two red wolves slump 
to the ground. Matthew's body now failed him, he had given his life's blood to his brother and now he could no 
longer stay. Charles dropped to the ground beside him, his larger frame trying to give back the strength that 
Matthew lacked but to no avail, in front of their eyes the fur on Matthew's wolf body changed from deep red 
to pure white. 

"NO000!" Charles in his anguish had changed to human form and flung himself on the lifeless body of the white 
wolf that was his brother. 

"No, no, nooo," Charles's body was wracked with uncontrollable sobs as he lay on the ground next to Matthew. 
Attila and Roel felt helpless, they too came back to human form to comfort Charles in his sorrow but they 
were in deep shock, knowing that the bright soul that was Matthew, now travelled onwards. 

As the first light of dawn touched the blackened forest, Attila, Roel and Charles returned to the cabin and Falk. 
Charles carried the beautiful body of the white wolf in his arms. He was walking as though in a dream, his 
feet only moving forward by instinct alone. 

Falk dropped to his knees in prayer as he realised what he was seeing before him. They had brought Matthew 
home to rest but as they lay the white wolf on the ground in front of the cabin a pale mist descended and 
seemingly wrapped the body in its soft folds. It swirled and hovered for a few seconds but then it ascended 
into the lightening sky and the white wolf had gone. Taken to a resting place high above. 

*The day is dawning 

When dusk is calling out for blame 

And on this empty grave, your name 

And we'll meet where the wild wolves have gone 

All we bleed in the Armageddon storm 

And we'll meet where the wild wolves have gone 

All we need is the sacrament * 


And we'll meet, where the wild wolves have gone..... 


